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Author's Notes: 
Just some angsty Christmas non-fluff. Cuz l'm mean, | know... 


*Seasons in the Sun* 


(One-shot) Song fic to So Fine. 


~How could she look so fine 
How could it be she might be mine 
How could she be so cool 


I've been taken for a fool so many times..~ 
"One day, I'll get him.. and you'll get Izzy too, Slash." 


Axl snuggled closer to the guitarist, fingers coiling in his long black locks. The sheets were tangled around his 
body and his body alone, twisting around his legs and arms. 


Slash smiled down at the tiny singer, kissing the side of his face softy. His heart ached for him in a way and 


didn't in another. He didn't want Izzy, it was just an excuse.. 
So Axl wouldn't think he was in love with him in which he was. 


He'd do anything for the vocalist and if that meant entertaining him until Duff and Izzy broke up, if they did 
break up, then damn it, Slash would do it! 


"Slash... answer me.." 


Slash's eyes snapped back to the redhead, taking in all his features slowly, lips tracing the curve of his hip 


mentally. 
"Yeah Axl" 


He giggled slightly, hiding his face in the hollow of his shoulder. His smile was so beautiful, it made Slash want 


to make love to him. 

Slash wanted to very much. 

‘Slash, you're so out of it, lay off the drugs” 

"| can be Duff tonight... if you want! 

Axl's eyes were wide, a lovely shade of dusty gray mixed with deep green Irresistible, Slash thought. He 
touched Axis bare shoulder tentatively, being as careful as possible because he could never break his vision of 


Axl being completely defenseless and fragile when they were alone together and some part of him believed it. 


And another believed it to be true. 
In some way at least. 
"We don't have to go that far Slash, unless you want to picture me as Izzy." 


Slash shook his head, taking the singer's chin and lifting it up to meet his lips, whispering, "never" before 


swallowing him whole, making Axl whimper out an ‘mmm’ sound. 


They broke away a few minutes later and Axl blushed, it was clear on his cheeks and it made him look 


younger. 
Slash wanted to kiss him again, but decided against it. 


Or rather, his conscious spoke for him. 


"Slash, is something wrong with you? Are you sick?" Axl asked with sympathy, words quite sugarcoated, 
Slash shook his head, grinning and letting his finger linger on Axl's bottom lips gently. 
"Nah, just in lo--just tired babe." 


He sighed, almost exposed his well kept secret. No, he couldn't, just had to let Axl believe he was in love with 
Izzy, just a little while longer.. 


Until Axl realized who truly loved him. 


Axl cuddled up close, licking at his ear and not really trying to please. Slash wasn't aroused anyway although he 
wanted to be. 


"Okay Slash.. tomorrow though, let's try to make them love us.” 
Slash nodded even though he didn't want to. He wanted to stay here in this bed with his singer and play house. 


Play.. 


“It's the story of a man 

Who works as hard as he can 

Just to be a man who stands on his own 
But the book always burrs..~ 

"Christmas is coming up you know.. 

Axl's smile, Slash had almost forgotten it.. 
Almost.. 


The guitarist simply shrugged unsure, putting on a fake grin and turning toward his singer. Axl looked quite 


awkward and embarrassed standing there, with no hope in his eyes. 
"Yeah, not sure what I'm gonna do, you?" 


Axl hugged his arms closer to his chest, looking flustered. It was chilly for the December air, but it was 
supposed to be and they were hoping it would snow considering they had to work on Christmas. 


Well, not really, but they were just in the birth of fame and had to keep working to be recognized. Right now, 


people just barely knew who they were. 

Yeah, | know you guys.. from.. that rock band.. right? 

It was very unacceptable. 

He glanced off to the side so he didn't have to look into Slash's eyes and spoke very quietly 


‘Nothing. | don't really have any plans. It was why | was asking you. | thought that maybe, um, maybe we could 
do something together. 


Duff and Izzy are doing shit and Steven has plans too, so |--" 
"No, its cool." 


Slash's smile was a little more genuine now. 


~As the story takes its turn 

And leaves a broken man 

How could she be so fine 

How could she be so cool..~ 

Purrs and small, soft noises. 

Kisses and light caresses. 

Slash was in Heaven. 

Axl was so sweet tonight and even though he had his suspicions, he didn't question He truly couldn't because 
he was so involved in what he was doing he had forgotten how to speak altogether besides the easy moan or 
grunt. 


Yes, it was that good. 


He thrusted into the singer harder, not too hard as to hurt him, never. Axl let out a low groan, arching up, 


meeting him. They didn't last long, not as long as either wanted. 


It was over too soon, Slash thought, he didn't nearly touch him enough. At least, not enough meaning he 


wanted more. 


Something was wrong this time though, because any other time when they finished, Axl would curl up beside 


him and run his hands through Slash's hair, or nibble on his ear. 
This time, he just rolled over, not facing him. 


Slash decided to put on a cheery exterior, after all, it was Christmas. He poked the redhead in the side 
playfully, chuckling to himself at the way he flinched. 


‘Hey, what are you so down about dude? Be happy, got you a present after all" 
"How much did you spend?" 

Slash smiled, Axl was too conceded sometimes. “That, my friend, is confidential’ 
"You shouldn't have gotten me one, | didn't get you one" 


Slash folded his arms over his bare chest, sighing. "Didn't do it just to get something back Axl. S'called giving 


without intention of receiving, try it sometime maybe." 
The singer sat up, looking a tad ashamed and hurt. 
"I'm sorry Slash. | just.. No one's ever got me a Christmas present before.. no friend that is.” 


Slash blushed, just the way Axl said it and how sad he looked.. beautiful. Very sweet and Slash wanted to hurry 
up and give him his gift. 


"Okay, close your eyes." 

"Why?" 

"Just do it Axe." 

And he did, put his hands over them just in case he peeked. Slash got up and crossed the room to the dresser, 
smirking. He opened a drawer and took out a small, square box and in a few easy strides, he was back beside 
his redhead. 

"Okay, you can open em' now." 

Axl did and had the biggest grin on his face when he saw the box. He quickly took it and looked up at Slash 

with pleading eyes. Slash nodding happily and soon, the wrapping paper had been torn to shreds without care 


and the top was off. 


His eyes, slash needed a camera. They were so bright and wet. Wet because of the tears soaking out. Axl had 
wanted it for so long, but never had the time, or really, the money to buy it. 


A silver cross. Must have been at least seventy bucks because it was all really and it didn't come cheap. 


Nothing did, but Slash had gotten it. 
Just for this moment, the look on his lovers face. 
Now, the best gift would be Axl not in love with Izzy and instead, in love with him. 


But, all things come to people who wait and maybe, the next Christmas, they could be truly lovers. 


~| owe a favor to a friend 

My friends they always come through for me 
Yeah 

I's a story of a man..~ 


"Duff. um, like, happy birthday.” 


Christmas had come and gone and now, Duff was due for a birthday. In one day to be precise, February fifth. 
Axl was excited and hardly paid any attention to Slash. 


Slash wasn't too happy about that. 


Okay, he was basically miserable. Axl being so close to and with Duff was quite unsettling and annoying. The 
singer hadn't even talked to him all day. Izzy had, more than the past year. 


Oh god, that might be saying something he should pay attention too. Izzy and Duff.. they weren't really 
speaking to each other lately, not very friendly or loving and Duff and Axl had been a little too close for his 
comfort. range. 

He had Axl, had him so close to giving up on Duff and being with him.. 

He couldn't lose him now. They would make it to the next Christmas where he'd get his wish from the last one. 


They would. 


Axl finally spoke to him at the end of the day when he was packing up his guitar and ready to go to a hotel 
and swallow his trouble in the delight of T.V and Jack. 


Like he always did. 


"Hey Slash." 


Too simple.. there was something else lacing his words and Slash didn't want to hear what he really had to say 
or spend time deciphering it. 


Oh fuck, he thought, the tears were already coming. 
He didn't waste time, Axl went straight to the point, with a smile. 
"Duff and Izzy, they broke up a few days ago. Isn't that great?" 


Oh yeah, Axl still had the illusion that he was in love with Izzy. It was such a lie, and so easy to see through. 
But, this was Axl, the man that could escape from anything if he had to. 


Or, really wanted to. 
"Yeah, it's awesome. | can't wait to sweep Izzy away and fuck him. Kinda like you wanna do with Duff huh." 


That was mean, but he was sick of being nice and letting people take what they wanted from him with out 
giving something back. 


Great, he was a hypocrite now. 
Axl snarled, but he was crying clearly and left. 


Slash stood there and watched him go, heart ripping apart. 


~Who works as hard as he can 

Just to be the man who stands on his won 
But the book always burns 

As the story takes its turn..~ 


It was a few months later and Slash was lonely and bored. May to be exact actually. Slash was alone, because 
Axl had decided to break off the ‘thing’ they had together. Well, it wasn't official that their ‘thing’ was over, 
but Slash had kind of gotten the hint over the painful days that had past. 


A knock at his door startled him. Not too much. He got up languidly and opened it to find a redheaded singer 


standing there, wet as a dog, but he was still able to see the tears as they flowed from his dull green eyes. 
"Slash, "he whispered sadly. 


Someone who got dumped for the past three months should have no sympathy for the ‘dumper’. But, this was 


Axl, and this was Slash. 
"Come here." 


And soon, his arms were full of the other man, and it didn't seem to matter that he was completely soaking 


wet and that he had abandoned him. 


Just Axl and Slash, in the never ending drama called life. 


~An leaves a broken man 
lf you could only live my life 
You could see the difference you make to me 


To me..~ 


Another string of months down the road and they're at October. A cold month, an annoying one, because kids 
in stupid masks did not appeal to everyone. 


They were laying on the bed, cuddling. Well, Slash had his arm thrown loosely around Axl's waist. So, yeah, it 
was cuddling. Manly cuddling. 


Slash wasn't paying attention to anything really, just staring at Axl's fine red hair and had a sudden urge to 
touch it; had no clue he actually did. 


Axl purred, smiling softly. 
"You haven't done that for a while, | was beginning to think you were gonna stop touching me completely.” 


| should, was Slash's first reaction, but he stopped himself from saying it. Axl was still recovering from Duff's 
sudden decision to go back to Izzy.. 


He wouldn't be mean when Axl needed him. 
He was the safety net, remember. 

"No Axl, | just." 

"| know" 


And basically, the conversation had ended. 


~Id look right up at night 

And I'll I'd see was darkness 

Now | see the stars alright 

| wanna reach up and grab one for you..~ 
"Kiss me?" 

"No." 

"Why?" 


Slash didn't answer, it wasn't worth it. He sat at the bed, hands rubbing his temples in slow circles to make an 
attempt and relieve his headache. 


Axl was on his knees, pleading with him, for *some* reason or another. He had gotten whiny, too whiny for 


Slash's taste and he was getting very fed up with it. 

"Just, shut the fuck up Axl. | don't need this right now, | don't--" 
You. 

Well, it's true. 


Slash sighed. December had rolled around and he didn't get his wish this year. They were more divided than 


before, more out to hurt each other than love. 

Axl had even stopped wearing the silver cross he'd given him the year prior. A waste of good money. 
Axl looked up at him with hurt, puppy eyes. 

It did nothing this time. 

"Get up Axl." 

He did. And did Slash. 


He took his chin and smashed their lips together. His tongue slipped into the surprised mouth and just as 
quickly left it. 


He pulled away from the redhead and headed for the door, not looking back. 


"Slash, you coming back?" 


"No, l'm tired of trying to save this fake romance. It was never there, you were never there. So, you can go 


fuck yourself. I'm outta here." 
He left. 


Axl never said another word. 


~When the lights went down in your house 
Yeah, that made me happy 
The sweat | make for you 
| think you know where that comes from..~ 


The next December, Slash got his wish. 


Axl had broke down before him, kisses him, spilled everything about his life and he was and who he always 
tried to be and told Slash something he always wanted to hear from those sweet lips. 


"Please Slash, | love you." 


And every instinct inside Slash told him to forget the bull-shit, to leave the fucker for good. His heart 


however, was a different matter. 

Axl was wearing the silver cross and somehow, that was important. 

And so, he picked up the not so tiny singer anymore and laid him on the bed, planting sweet kisses on his skin 
Axl moaned and groaned. 

Slash couldn't keep the smile away, because Axl was only wearing the cross the entire time. 

They finished, curled up around each other until Axl's eyes widened and he giggled. 

"I have a present for you this time Slash!" 

Slash never got really excited, but this time, he wanted to see what the selfish bastard had come up with. 


He sat up, took a cigarette from his pack on the night stand and lit it. Smirking when Axl jumped off the bed 
and ducked under it. 


Returning sometime later with a small box. 


He smiled. "Open it!" 


Slash slowly took off all the paper and threw it on the floor, shaking his head with a big grin when he saw his 


present. 
"Only you..." 


It was, oddly enough, a bunch of boxes in smaller boxes and when Slash got to the end, a green bandanna 


awaited him. 

Green? 

His favorite color, but the bandana.. those weren't his style. 

"Axl." 

The singer smiled, hugging Slash. 

"That is to remember me by Slash.. when I'm gone." 

Slash looked up, taking his waist and pushing him closer. " Now, where you goin?" 
Axl giggled, but looked sad and tired. Too tired for only twenty-seven. 

"| know, this... just won't last." 


"Fates kept us together too long baby, it won't let us go now our seperate ways now " 


~How could she look so good 
How could she look so fine 
How could she look so cool 


How could it be she might be mine..~ 


